





— | A — 
| NOTICE TO 
| READER ry 
| , UW. Ee | | } 


The Nation’s 


Mad ! Perpetual 


SO WRAPPING 
NO ADDRESS 


Smileage Book 

















GANT MAMI TON — 





c A 
ha y 
L6 
eS 
» } 
SS, 
‘THe Fisuinc’s Pretty Goop. THANK You!” Ww AS 











ee 


EEE —eEy——=——— 


—_ 














‘WAR SAVINGS STAMPS 
ISSUED BY THE 


UNITED STATES 
GOVERNMENT. 


Contributed through Division of Advertising 





Save the 
Thoughtless 


ollars 


“IT got the sweetest hat today. And, my dear, of course, 
I didn’t really need it, but—’”’ 


* * * * 


“What if it is only a few blocks? Here, taxi!” 


*« * * * 


“I know I'd feel a lot better if I ate less, but I simply 
must have a big order of—” 
* * * «* 


Over there in the Picardy mud, pock-marked with 
significant craters and “plum-caked” with unspeakable 
things that once were men, our soldiers can’t hear all 
that some of us are saying. Good that they can’t, isn’t 
it? It wouldn’t make it any easier to stand firm against 
those blood-crazed, grey hordes who come on wave 
after wave because they believe their Kaiser is “God’s 
anointed shepherd of the German people.” 


* * 8 * 


It isn’t that we Americans are a selfish people. We 
have simply been thoughtless. 

Money is needed to win this war—let’s give it. So far, 
we have been asked only to lend—to lend at a good round 
4% interest. Turn your THOUGHTLESS dollars into 


War Savings Stamps. 


NATIONAL WAR SAVINGS COMMITTEE, 
WASHINGTON 





United States Goo’t, Comm. on Public information 





This space contributed for the Winning cf the War by 


The Publishers of Judge, New York 
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ALL GOOD 


“FW VRES-BONS GARCONS!” 


That phrase is heard everywhere i 


France today. 


rranslated colloquially, it means “Fine 
Fellows!” It 
the American ys in khaki. 
illion of these New Americans are walking 
the French soil. And behind them rise millions and 
nillions more, captained by Columbia. 

“'Trés-bons Garcons!” indeed. ‘They are the soul 

ible of all America. They incarnate our Will. 
hey loom over the rotten dynasties of Europe like 
a menace. They are the Attilas of redemption. 

They are en route to a New World erected on the 
ruins of the Old World of our geographies. 

If any of us has thought lightly of America 
vefore this war—and many of us have 
ook at Those Boys. Men from the roofs 
of their skulls to the soles of their feet. 

This war is a revelation of the 
spirit. It is a lightning flash that 
revealed the souls of the nations one 
to another. 

In this revealing one has but to 
look at Our Boys to see the soul of 
\merica. Strength, courage, health, 
optimism, idealism blaze from their 
faces, their muscles, their pores. 

The flower of the loins of America, these 
men are Invincible Will incarnate. 


the halloo, the greeting of France to 
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solaiers, OUI boy “ 
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FELLOWS 

We were not all bread and butter, after all. We 
were something more than a land of Barnums, rail- 
ways and Stock Exchanges. An Idea has enthroned 
is. A sublime impulse has transfigured us. 

Ask the Londoners, the Parisians, the Italians 
what they see when the khaki legions sweep past 
them on the road to the Front. It is a magical 
awakening to then, as it is to us. 

They are awed. They behold through their tears 
and their hosannahs a Soul Awake. Athletic, ideal- 
istic America in arms. The sons of Washington, 
Grant and Lee, titanic and fearless, arisen as if by 
the bidding of a fairy’s wand. 

These are not slaves driven to an Emperor’s 
slaughter party, but a People aroused to the quick 
~ _ of their natures by the pretenses of a race of 

, bombastic paranoiacs. 

3eneath the khaki of our army, 
beneath the blue and the white of our 
sailor lads there are a heart, a brain and 

a purpose. They know how to obey 
because they know why they obey. 

Out of the shops, out of the 

mines, out of the mansions of the 
rich, up from the farm—it is the 
morale of America, vital, indomitable, 
unconquerable America that Europe 
It is a spectre made real. 
They are the 


senses. 
“Trés-bons Garcons!” 
Olympians of the West! 
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“THE HAPPY eMEDIUM” 
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*Don’r You REMEMBER TuHat We ATTENDED A LitrLe Gassinc Party ToGETHER?”’ 


Gas 


A Story and Its 


Masks 


Sequel 


By Tuomas EpGELow 


Illustrations by Witrrep Jones 


OR the oldest and the simplest reason in all turned and broke into convulsive sobbing on Jack’s 
' the world—namely, that they were both shoulder. Tenderly he comforted her, and, when her 
madly in love with each other when Jack tears had ceased, she sat staring with hard eyes out of 
: Patten’s draft number was called, and he was’ the window at the hurrying crowds below them. 
' obliged to answer the voice of his country Silence for a little, and then Mildred spoke. For 


f parting one from the other 
proved too severe. <a. 

‘I can’t—I can’t live without you!” Jack 
told Mildred a hundred times with all the 
ardor of his twenty-one years. 

And a hundred times Mildred, two years 
his junior, would weepingly reply: “ Neither 
can I, dear—neither can |!” 

After such outbursts of youthful love 
and youthful grief, which, after 
all, is the purest and most beauti- 
ful thing in all the world, they 
would sit, those two, in silence, 
the while advancing night would 
sweep before it the mellow tender- 











ness of the twilight. “I can’t 
live without you, dear!” they 
would repeat again and again. 

Then, one evening, when the 
sweet sorrow of their near ap- 
proaching separation seemed in- 


+ 


tolerable, it was Mildred who “Tuey Bape Eacu OTHER A TEARFUL 





a few moments they talked together—slowly, 
deliberately, with tremendous import. Cer- 
tainly they came to some understanding. 

It was late that night that Mildred’s 
mother discovered the kitchen door was 
firmly closed and that old newspapers were 
stuffed between the door and the thresh- 
old. Then, lying on the floor near the 
gas range, locked in each other’s arms, were 
the two lovers. The smell of gas 
nearly asphyxiated the mother. 

The doctor had to work quite 
hard before he could bring them 
back to consciousness. The next 
day but one, Jack went to join 
the colors. They bade each other 
a tearful farewell. 

+ * x * 


It was years later—long, long 
after the great war had become 
but a memory—that Jack Patten, 
Farewe.LL” now married to a little girl he had 

















met in France, and the father of a ten-year-old son, 
met Mildred at a dinner party—Mildred, who long 
ago had married a successful speculator in mining stock. 
Mildre vas now the mother of several children 

Jack. who did not know Mildred’s married nam« 
gazed thoughtfully at her for a momen Chen, he 
spoke: 

‘It eems vaguel t € he miled polite that 
you and I have et before Let me see he continue 
pe ivel ‘was it at a dance? Ona picnic? Where 
W it 

\lildred returned his smile. “Not 
ata ( he told hin “Don't you 
we atte dex a littl va fe irt\ together 

\ moment’ ence Phen Jack—* Of course But 
to-day, Mildre ve have to wear perpetually our gas- 
masks 2 


Draw» 


\ Left-Handed Compliment 


ith my brains working in a place like 


» a lucky dog!” 





W. O. Wirson 


Not the gallantry of 


Says Old Festus Pester 


By Tom P. Morcan 


NE thing in Germany’s favor is her supreme contempt for 


Austria. 


Presumably, the unspeakable Turk did not realize the 
itility of eloc utionary lessons 
\s nearly as can be ascertained, the Kaiser and the Crown 


Pr 


th 


Provic 


ince still think well of each other. 

Even if in no other wise to blame, Ge rmany has at least been 
ilty of incompatibility of temper 
He is beginning to credit 


h the results of his own folly. 


Ihe Kaiser is growing more pious 


le nce 


wit 
Che next thing we know, German spies will be going through 
¢ country dropping scorpions into the milk of human kindness. 


Che war will not end until the Prussian junkers cease to re- 


gard the mere fact that other peopl are alive as a casus be 


I 


Che Kaiser goes ripping and snorting back and forth from 


ne front to another like a hyena in a cage, and accomplishes 


st as little as the other beast. 


Curiosity 
Love may be blind, but the rest of the family aren’t. 


Arr Rarp on A GERMAN Clty 


eutonic gentlemen 
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Drawn by BarKspate Rocers 


Soldter—Can you give me somet! 


1 
fro the trenches. uu know. 


Disappointed 


man standing near watched them for some mo- 
ments, then walking up to the ticket-taker he said 
“Let these boys in, and count them as they 
pass.” 
Che man did as requested, and when the last on 
had gone, he turned and said, ‘* Twenty-eight 
“Good,” said the man. “I guessed just right,”’ 
and walked off. 


Good Progress 

“Are you permitted to tell how many U-boats 
have been sunk?” 

“No,” replied the United States naval com 
mander, “but I don’t think it is improper for me to 
intimate that we have the Atlantic pretty well 
paved with bad intentions.” 


Turn to the Right 
“That worthy man has halted many people who 
were going wrong.” 
“Welfare worker?” 
“ Traffic cop.” 


Legal Authority 
“Ts that a joke you are getting off?”’ demanded 
the Judge with some asperity. 
“Yes, your Honor, and in support of my con 


tention I cite you Theodore Hook and Joe Miller.” 


At a dinner of a legal association held in Staunton not long 
ago, one of the speakers told of a farmer’s son of the state, 
who conceived a desire to shine as a legal light. Accordingly he “What qualifications have you for the Officers’ Training 
went to the court town, where he accepted employment at a School?” 


small sum from a fairly well known attorney. 
At the end of three days’ study 


farm 


“Well, Bill, how d’ye like the law?” 
“?’Tain’t a bit what it’s cracked up to be,” responded Bill 
gloomily. “I’m sorry I learnt it.” 


Obeying Mother 
MAN had just arrived at a 
Virginia summer resort. in 

the afternoon he was sitting on 
the veranda, when a handsome 
young woman and her six-year 
old son came out. rhe little 
fellow at once made friends with 
the latest arrival 

“What’s your name?” he 
asked. Then, when this infor- 
mation had been given, he 
added, “‘ Are you married?” 

‘I am not married,” re 
sponded the man, with a smile. 

At this the child paused a 
moment, and, turning to his 
mother, said: 

“What else was it, mamma, 
you wanted me to ask him?” 


Guessed Right 
CROWD of eager boys 
‘ was gathered about the 
entrance of a circus tent in a 
small Southern city, trying to get 
a glimpse of the interior. A 


asked his father. 


returned to the 


““T can look real mean when I feel like it.’ 


Fitted for the Job 


Where His Treasure Was 


“When they take woman away from the co-educaticnal 
college,”’ said the speaker, “what will follow?” 


“T will,” cried a voice from the audience. 

















by Power O’Mattey 


FATHER’s ApPpROACH—As it seems to them. 
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Violating Precedent 

HE young detective was en- ' 
thusiastic but  inexperi- 

enced Rushing into his 


chief's office in great excitement he 







‘I’ve found the assassin! I've 


got him cornered so that he can’t 


escape 

rhe chief regarded him with .* 
withering scorn. “Allow me he ; 
said, “to draw your attention to 4 

: ¢ 

the fact that at present we are ¥ 
looking—not for the assassin, but Dra anc Campt 
aioli 
1OT Ciue¢ ‘ } - . , \l 


A Systematic Cuss 


Mrs. Brown would never pur- 


chase a leg of mutton unless it had been hanging up for several 
days And her butcher catered to her peculiarity in this re- 
spect. One day she entered his shop and discovered, hanging in 
full view of all patrons, a large quarter of mutton with the 


explicit label: “ Mrs. Brown’s leg.’ 


The Profiteer 
“T’ll have to teil mother that I saw you kissing sister.”’ 
‘I'll give you ten cents, Bobby, not to tell.”’ 
“ Nope, I’ve had to raise my price on account of the war.’ 


Sonny 


When sonny went to college he hoped to make the team; 
I 


ind, to hear him talk now, you would think he did 
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Modesty Is the Best Policy 

Visitor—You were altogether 
too modest in talking to that gen- 
tleman about your golf. 

Member—But that gentleman 


—_ 6 


-> is the chairman of the handicap 


“eroseD / . ™ . 
= FN os committee. 
Mit A > \ es | 
« 
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a Another Disaster 
< Doc—Did your son get a letter 
' at college? 
Pop—Yes—from the faculty, 
sending him home. 
Smarty 
Keeping ae i 

t roos e “Do you go in for baseball? 


“No, I go out for that.” 


Night Fishing 
Jack—W hat was the best thing you caught on your fishing 


trip? 


Bert—A pair of kings. 


But Perhaps He Was Left-Eyed 
“The poor fellow only has one eye, you know.”’ 
“Oh! Whata pity! Which one is gone?” 
“The left.” 
“Oh, well, then that isn’t so bad.”’ 

Coloring Matter 

Fred—Don’'t you think that dancing heightens a girl’s color? 
Mary—No; it is what is said between the dances. 
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The Widow—And are you sure my child would make no difference? 
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Tue New Muiitrary Banp or Yapp’s Crossinc Gives Its First Pusitic Concert 























At the Soda Fountain 


B Max Mes 


VI sive looking up at 
the white marble sl: 
y ab) 


— do want. 
them it yuld . easier to 


they “oo six different kinds 


you ever try cherry sun- 
dae with hot chocolate over it? 
It’s delicious but a bit cloying. 
So rich, vou know. I believe 
that I will have—no, I won’t, 


( 


i 
} 


either! I had it once and—l 
wonder if that pineapple and 
what’s sy ach pouffe? It 


sounds good, but I hate to ven- 
ire on new things unless | 
now something about them. 
\ friend of mine told me of a 
1eW sunda e she had here and 
member the name of 


-~ 


Peanier i you 

The Man -\\ e have a new 

d almost every day, Miss. 
Maybelle—Yes, 1 suppose 

Te) I believe I will have 

hat kind you going to have? 
Pauline—l hardly know. I 


wonder if that—some one was 


= 


telling me about a canteloupe 


undae with crushed straw- 
berries and whipped cream that 
was lovely. Have you that 
here? No? I thought she said 
it was here she got it. It 
sounds queer, but she said 


you'd be surprised at how nice 


it was. Don’t they have the 


RYMAN 


T 


ib) 


the list of ices on 
hardly know just 


there were fewer of 


Drax 
“Please, God, 


choose. 


of 


Let’s see what 
sundaes and—QO, 





J. R. SuHaver 


bless every 


queerest mixtures nowadays? I believe that I will 
have—no, I won’t either. I remember now that it 
has a Boag: of brandy in it, and do you know that 
even » little brandy there is in an ice goes right to 
my} head! I think that I will have—what you going 
to have! 

Maybelle—I have about decided to have—I tell you, 
dear, suppose each of us try something we never had be- 
fore, and you taste of mine and I'll taste of yours and see 
how we like it? Or would you rather—that “Nut 
Dream” sounds nice. Suppose I take that and you 
take—what is there on the list that you never had? 
How about that “Fudge Fancy”? It doesn’t sound like 
anice. We'll find out. Oh, Mr. Man! Is that “ Fudge 
Fancy” anice? Everything here is an ice of some kind? 
I thought so. It’s probably melted fudge poured over 
ome kind of ice cream with a few chopped nuts on top 

maybe a little dab of something to make it odd. | 
don’t suppose we would like it if we ordered it. I guess, 
after all, it’s best to stick to the things you know. I 
know I paid an extra price for a fancy ice once and I 
couldn’t eat it after I got it. I believe I will try some of 
no, I won’t either. What you going to have? 

Pauline—I can’t make up my mind. Somehow I 
don’t feel very ice-creamy or college-icey or soda- 
watery to-day and | 

Maybelle—Oh, I tell you, dear. Suppose we have 

ir luncheon first and come back here and get an ice 
for dessert? | often do that when I’m lunching down 
town. The man will give us a printed list of what they 
have, and we can decide at the restaurant without being 
hurried about it. Here, Mr. Man, will you give us one 
of your printed lists of ices and we will come back and 
choose something after we have our luncheon, a kind of a 
dessert, you know. 














body but the Germans, and do the opposite to them. Amen.” 
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Army Types ON THE WESTERN FRONT 
The Adaptable F lorist florist and went out. The florist turned to me, 
winked and said wisely: 
By Mary Granam Bonnet “It makes no difference to me whether they love 
” Y husband told me to buy myself a nice bunch their wives or sweethearts as long as they buy my 
M of violets,’ the young bride said to the florist. flowers!” 


“‘Have some beauties here,” the florist 
said. ‘*‘A wife should have the very best.”’ A Good Thing 

The young bride smiled, pinned her violets on, paid It’s a good thing a prophet isn’t known in his own country 
the florist and departed. 

In came a man swag- 
gering, a typical about- 
towner. “Well, boss,” he 
aid cheerfully, “what 
have you got for the 
bestest ever?” 

“Another sweetheart?” 
the florist asked with a 
wink. 

“Sure. She’s a peach.” 

“Well, how about en: 
these orchids? A _ sweet- Shaded to 3. & Banas 


She Does 
“Does your wife practice 
economy?” 
“Yes, but Iam her only 
patient.” 


Poorly Paid 
Clergymen save souls be- 
cause that’s about all they 
get the chance to save. 





Meanness 
Some people are so mean 


heart deserves the- very % ‘ < 

: - - I suppose your daughter was brought up in a musical atmos- h: ; hemvednn ¢ . 

best. ; phere, Mrs. Banz.” that they begrudge a mouse 
And the man paid the “Yes indeed. We lived next store to a piano factory for years.” the cheese that catches it. 














Dra Cuartes H. Wricnut 


Identifying Him 
NORTER queer thing happene 
day,”’ related Mr. Gap John 


Ark “Wife, she said that 
| 
nd take a look at our least 


feller had been kinder punying 


iccording to her story I told 
her I hadn’t noticed it, but Runt, 
our next boy, ‘peared to be sorter 
off his feed 

“*Looky at him now,’ says I, 
out there, feebly playing with the 
dogs, like it was the last thing he'd 
do on earth.’ 

“*Why, that ain’t Runt!’ says 
she. ‘It’s Bearcat!’ 

“*Well, you ort to know, if 
anybody does,’ says I. ‘But, all 
the same, that’s Runt! They're 
about of a size, and 

“*Runt—nuth’n’!” says she 
‘That’s Bearcat!’ 

Bearcat—the deuce!’ savs I 
Call him and see.’ 


Also, she done it, and the 
little cuss didn’t answer hen 
I called him and he didn’t pay 
iny attention to me either 


That struck us both as kinder 
quaint, and we went out and drug 
him around to the rain barrel 


ind washed his face. And I'll 





It was some devilish kid that 

we didn’t remember of ever hav- 

ing laid eves on before Instead 

of which, we found out later 

that he was a new-comer’s child 

that had mixed up with our kids 
j 


few days before and liked the 
place so well that he had staved 
I reckon if he hadn’t took to 
icting sickish and got his face 
washed he’d have been right there 
till plumb yet.” 





aT SUBMARINES 


7HEN a woman has on : 


coming, she isn’t content until the man she likes best 


aoctor going past the place I'd bet te 











Characteristic 


1 new dress that is specially be- 


woman she likes least, have seen her in it 


An Ominous Outlook 
war is terrible business,” grumbled Mr. Rip 


Wilson, of Red Eye, Arizona 
“The women are learning so many 
things that it is only a question of 
time till they find out that they 
can whip the most of us men.”’ 


Shop Talk! 

I hear Mrs. Godby is unde- 
cided whether to divorce her 
present husband or carry him over 
to another season! 


The Only Man 
The greatest man who ever 
lived: Bluebeard. The only man 
in history who found room in the 
closet for hanging anything. 


A Base Comment 
It wasn’t going to any well that 
broke the baseball pitcher. 


Over-Development 
“Don’t you think that fishing 
is good exercise?” 
““Yes—for the imagination.” 


The Difference 
The difference between labor 
and exercise is sixty dollars a 
year for dues. 


Overlooked 
Jack—We had pretty hard 
luck tonight coming to this 
party. 
Bill—How was that? 
Jack—We drove up in a taxi, 
and nobody saw us. 











How About 


B 


UTTING out 


coal shortage. 


\n engineer sometimes 
teel girder will carry, just 
trength of a safety pin to hold up his net! 

Smell shock in the street 
as bad as shell shock in the trenches. 

\fter looking under the bureau fo 
try feeling of the baby’s appendix in or 

In the metric system the gram is the 


In the editorial system 


voman t whose chi 
( iviou ] Cast 
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D1les, ran angie aig 
ns! Q eason. 
‘ > 
] m Brea R heese 
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é ate the bread 


Indianapolis, altoget 


; sacred privileges of 
ymit the account of 
ver made, a ti 
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Drawn by Don HEROD 








stuff!’ the do 
he removed the patient’s eye. 
Hell has lost all its terrors 
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one of the 
histories to or othe 
yuntrv has narrati 


a halo around every virtue, real in histo 


- ahd this one 


are the Sele 





THE War’s MIRACLES 





h ~ 
ol 


{ 


pproximating exact truth in 


} 


distasteful to almost every educator. And 
»f course it is very much more important to 


conceal the truth than 
it is in any other de- 
partment. Ifa school 
biologist distorts the 
truthinthe*‘interests 
of science”’ there isa 
fair chance that later 
on the pupil may 
discover the facts 
for himself. But in 
history there is no 
chance, because no- 
body reads hi tory 
after he leaves 
school. From the 
beginning we have 
been taught that we 
were always right, 
always ready, always 
fighting and winning 
against the heaviest 
odds. Why, then, at 
this late date dis- 
turb our sense of 
historical serenity? 
Have we not trouble 
enough in the future 
without reconstruct- 
ing the past! 
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“THe Captain Was Nort SatTIsFIED 





Into THE Room.” 


Opportunity’s Forelock 


By 


RIVATE DILLMARY had saluted, a1 


atte } He Wa ve et-up chap, 


( { { ‘ i 
i a { | y { 
l ( é f 
é } va vy é i ‘ 
i He na L 
. i »s re 
() ‘ é 
‘ ‘ 
( A ‘ 
“y > Reena i ~~ 
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The hree we 
‘ 
l ( ’ r France t 
I that. R mi not 


ie diane annilon 


J. A. WALDRON 


gyone out oO 


in an incredibly short 


nuch of that, I fear. Such 
+} 


pproached too ha tils these d 


ft 
u should make a soldier. 


ipon marriage, | hope you 


tl at vou will leave a idre 
at any time, vou may take 
ried in le time than that 
pen that no orders to sail 
ntingency. Two days 


1 


J . . 
= ’ ; acd « P _ 
, ACKI aged a parting 


1 


who quickened his pace as 


>} ace 


} 


~w York, but three hours dist: 
he Captain was called to Philadel 


t an embarkation 


, 
t seemed that 


If time permitted he wished to go on to 


wife and daughter lived. 
o insure their presence if 


o make the journey. 











fashion, young man. 
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As the Captain strolled into a Philadelphia hotel 
in advance of his appointment he thought he saw a 
familiar figure in a young woman some distance away 
in the lounge. As he approached, the young woman 
caught sight of him and with an air of alarm settled 
herself so low in a capacious chair as to be hidden by it 


back. 

The Captain was not satisfied as he peered into the 
room, and going about entered from the front. ‘The 
girl jumped up confused as he came upon her. Aston- 


ishment and sternness were in his face. 

“What are you doing here, Gertude’?” the Captain 
asked. 

“T’m waiting, papa,” she replied, taking his hands 
and tiptoeing up to kiss him. 

“Waiting for what? For whom? Is your mother 
with you?” He was still stern. 

“No, papa.” 

“Does she know you are here?” 

“No, papa.” 

“For whom are you waiting, then?” 

“*For—my husband, papa.” 

“Married? Without my knowledge! Without your 
mother’s!” 

“Yes, papa. I couldn’t help it. 1 wanted him, and 
he wanted me. And he’s going to France!” 


“Ts it young Morris?” 

‘No. I broke my engagement with him long ag 
“Harry Smith?” 

“No. I never cared for him seriously.” 


Are you a fickle girl? I don’t understand you!” 
I am not fickle! I love my husband. I never 
loved any one else!”’ 


se 


“But, Gertrude, this seems almost scandalor 
What is it, secret as it 


Perhay it’s quite scandalous! 
has been, but an eloy ement?”’ 
The girl drew herself up with something like dignity, 


her eyes reddening. And tears came. “But you and 
mamma eloped, papa, when you were a private and she 
was a colonel’s daughter. She has told me. And there 


was no war then!” 

The Captain was silent. He had no logic to meet 
this attack. “But whom did you marry?” 

“The finest chap in the world! Here he comes!” 

And Private Dillmary came up, saluted, and stood 
at attention. 


The Usual Way 
“Well, what have you done about it?” 
“Done?” returned J. Fuller Gloom. ‘Why, I haven’t done 
anything about it, of course. I have been too busy writing 
pieces to the papers demanding that something be done.” 


Wartime Economies: 4y Walt Mason 
“Uncle” Walt’s Exclusive Weekly Message to Judge 


USED to buy me rich cigars, in peaceful times of 

long ago, the kind they sold at high class bars, and 

charged a man two bits a throw. Now, humble 

twofers made of hay, they are the only kind | 
choose; and oft I hear the people say, “Some gent is 
burning his old shoes.”” But I enjoy them passing well, 
for while [| smoke my rank 
cheroot, such thoughts as these 
within me dwell: “I’m helping, 
thus, to swat the Teut. If I can 
bring the Teuton grief, and make 
the wall-eyed Kaiser sore, I'll 
gladly smoke a cabbage leaf, and 
dream it came from Cuba’s 
shore.” 

My pants are bagging at the 
knees, I can’t afford to have 
them pressed; my hat’s as musty 
as old cheese, and there are 
eggstains on my vest. The 
women of my household rise and 
say I am a rank disgrace; I am 
enough to jar the eyes of all the 
folks who pass the place. I 
know I’m looking like the deuce, 
or like a wooden Chinese joss; 
at last I have a good excuse for Drawn by E. Froner 
being such a total loss. “My 
dears,” I say, “’twould be a sin 
to blow in money for new rags, while armies raise their 
frightful din, and flaunt their well-known battle flags. 
I proudly wear these wretched pants, this lid that 
Noah threw away; I feel that thus I’m aiding France, 
and making Wilhelm’s whiskers gray.” 





I’ve always longed to wear old clothes, but never 
dared to try the stunt until we were beset by foes, and 
sent our armies to the front. 

Today old Mrs. Bulger came in solemn grandeur 
to my flat; she came to work the same old game, to 
pull my limb, to pass the hat. “We wish to found a 
home,” she said, “for maiden 
aunts of wintry years; we will 
support them till they’re dead, 
then furnish them with shrouds 
and biers. It is a grand, a noble 
work, it is a most majestic plan, 
and I am sure you will not shirk, 
but dig up like a little man.” 

Old Mrs. Bulger never failed 
in peaceful times to shake my 
soul; she stood around until she 
nailed the major portion of my 
roll. I used to dread her blight- 
ing frown, I feared her large 
majestic face; I’d no excuse to 
turn her down, and tell her she 
was off her base. 

But now I cried, with noble 
scorn, “Aroint thee, woman, 
and avaunt! When all the world 
by war is torn, who cares about 





“AroinT THEE, Woman, And Avaunt!” the maiden aunt? Go, chase 


yourself, and never more, till 
Prussia makes for peace her bid, shall I admit you at 
my door, or drop a kopeck in your lid.” 
And thus I’m saving cents and dimes, and all the 
standard brands of mon; I feel I must, in these stern 
times, do what I can to whip the Hun. 
































7 
; = ———— : $$ a — 
| BDITOPDRDIL A L 
— — 
Comment Grave and Gay on Things as They Pass 
_ = May - : — 
’ 
\MERICANS OF THE Futur! be it if we so conduct our political affairs as to con- 
firm or even extenuate inherited beliefs that govern- 
ET it t I ir head that what happen to ment is graft and tvrann\ 
Ru A { t 4 c it u iby t 
Matte on thal ms can 8 Otte Due Lieut.-GoverNor AND THE GUARD 
I e wa i ttle t i tie heave 
ire of the burden for u arrv, but that HEN America declare War on Germany. 
< Tha nta What | ippens t Russia matters armed guards were tationed about the Capitol 
re to tha t i i eartl exce] t he at Alb any, New Y< rk, and nobody w: admitted 
Ig i emselve the ri ifter hours WwW thout a card ot id ficati 
\mer an i the tuture are D¢ it b rn and reared One 1 nt | ie itenant-Governor Schoeneck, on 
haple Russia t 1 [hese ¢ or their wa t preside at a ses ion of the State senate, 
\ irgé govern our great ¢ es tT row and by and halte b the guard. ‘But I am the ] ieutenant- 
by ne ma govern the countr i i whole W het Gove he I rotested “Can't help Fags was the 
the come t America the vill br gy wit! them their repli *VYou are the third | ieutenant-Governor to- 
herit prejudices and environment, just as our’ night—and you don’t get by without your pas: 

’ fathers brought their jeutenant-Covernor Schoeneck might have done 
) But our fathers brought an nherit prejudice everal things He might have threatened that young- 
) for self-government and an environment of law and ter with reprisal and reprimand for the indignity suf- 

order These vill bring ar ted: prejudice fered by the second officer of the commonwealth. 
igainst government and an env t of anarcl \iuch lesser men have been known to make ructions 
Qur fathers hated the abuses of government but because a street car conductor enforces what to them 
their reme Va t retorn t These men hate the a senseless rule \W hat Mr. Schoeneck did w as 
government and their gospel is to dest t. Be it 1 He went back to his hotel and got his pass, and 
President or Congress. Cza Soviets. these future ext day he wrote and congratulated that soldier boy 
\mer i have bee taucht tu peueve that gove - | ng his luty 
me $ gr ruption and oppre 4 convenient \s the war goes on, military authority is bound to 
nstrument f he ivilege " despoi ( ie many orders which may be a great deal more 
weak al wretche tr ing to u civilians than having 
These men will not be Demo- our food and fuel doled out. 
crat because their father ad- It isn't going to matter whether: 
red Jette: r Republica we are Lieutenant-Governors o1 
beca heir fathers preferre Captains of Industry or members 
Ha The ever hea I of the Cincinnati, save that the 
< é r the The eve more of a somebody we hay pen 
ne ot \I ] eitne t to be the bette! example we may 
at nere tne na et. 
there attitude tow 1 j - Many of these orders may 
al it eem senseless until by and by 
| in lea That he we understand them—and may- 
} e of ture. G be they will always seem so, for 
g chool i Government is merel fallible 
ore ( rize humans. But let us remember 
( a I ars! Ter that it is our Government, act- 
( enty of R ing for our good, and err though 
Oh, ve ( it may, its acts, judgment and 
inlea these Russian-Am«e ) orders rest on far wider informa- 
ind g tion than we can possibly possess. 
Ca ve tea ther \\ There is one thing that 
ve teach the On our heads be counts—to win the war, and win 
we it quickly. Compared to that, 
We ar g more earn- our comfort, our convenience- 
‘ iy of civic duty thanin D é nay, even our normal rights— 
many a day before. On our head Back Up! are nothing. 
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JUST KIDS 


She Knew 


class tell anvthing about waves?”’ asked 


“Can any member of the 


the pretty young school-teacher 
‘Yessum,” whanged little Ethel, “I 
can 2 
“Well, how many different kinds of 
waves are there?” 
“ Three—ocean waves, thought waves 
and Marcel waves.”’—Florida Times- 
Union 


Never—“ There’s one good thing about 
spoiled children vg 

“What’s that?” 

“One never has them in one’s own 
house.”’—Boston Transcript. 


How to Get Him In—It was the 
voungster’s first experience at Sunday 
school and he sat eagerly watching the 
superintendent illustrate the lesson on 
the board. The superintendent drew the 
path to heaven—one straight line—and 
started the figure of aman onit. Gradu 
ally the man became larger and larger, 
and finally when he 


arrivedat the gate of 


=. he Mts 


To Be Continued Indefinitely 
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Vous m’a pr ly a deux m I2 fr 
5¢ ur ren r dé ” bi ” / lu ur 
mir ” rer r lu ur rev r ¢ 
, u ure ” ” 
‘Two months ago vou charged me $2.5 
t t new sok est ‘ Now how 
“ yuld vou charge to put new shoe on 
ese | "—L Tllustr n (Par 


The Willing Button Indignant 
Mother—What on earth do you do to 
your clothes to keep me sewing on but- 
tons this way? 

A pologe tic Son—I don’t know, mother, I 
merely touch the button—I can’t imagine 
what does the rest.—Zhe American Boy. 


Pride of Promotion 






The Wittiest Though ts frou the Prightest Minds 


MES Re omg ew Saeed Srna eM y carremye ree omem ee 
ie ect 8 Rie Hn lil oi « 
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Futile Pleasantry—S/e—I!I heard a 
noise very late when you came in 

He (facetiously)—Was it the night 
falling? 

She (sternly)—No; it was the day 
breaking.—Baltimore American. 


The Dreadful Difference — Jones 
turned up at his club some time after his 
marriage with such a miserable look that 
his friends were much alarmed. ‘‘What’s 
the matter,”’ asked one of them. 

“I’m fed up,” he said. “ Fed up abso 
lutely. I’ve discovered since I got mar- 
ried that my wife can’t sing.” 

“Why,” said his friend, “isn’t that 
something to be congratulated on?” 

“Noy’ said Smith. ‘“ Unfortunately 
not. You see my wife thinks that she 
can.’’—Ideas. 


How She Did It—‘I’ve cured my 
husband’s insomnia.”’ 

“How did you do it?” 

“Pretended I was ill and had the doc 
tor prescribe medi- 
cine which Henry was 





heaven he could not 
get in Whereupon 
the superintendent 
turnedtohis small au- 
dience and, ina tragic 
and sorrowful tone, 
said :‘* Yousee,he is so 
puffed up with sin tha 
he ¢ in not enter - 
‘Try him side- 
ways, mister!”’ called 
out the youngster 


Everybody's 


The Test—Johnny 

Huh I bet you 
didn’t have a good 
time at your birthday 
party yesterday 

W allie I bet I did. 


J ohnny—Then why 





ain’t yousick to-day? 





to give me every half 
hour all night long.” 
Houston Post. 


Good Reason 
He—And— er—why 
do you want to get a 
divorce? 

Shi Jecause I’m 
married, of cours 
Cassell’s Saturday 


Journal. 


Why He Didn't 
“Did you mail that 
letter I gave you yes- 
terday?” 

‘N-no, my dear. I 
whistledto the man in 
the postal airplane, 
but he couldn’t come 
down after it.” 








Boston Transcript 


The Sergeant Bathes—The Bystander (London). 


Kansas City Journal. 























The Double Use 
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THE WAR 
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Wanted No Credit 
position brave ly he said the colonel to the 


} 


KLlLie 
I had to hold it 1 
so thick you can’t retreat.’’—Louisvi 


Courier-J our? 


Perpetual Peace Plan—ll ill: I 
wonder if there will ever be universal 
peace: 

Gillis—Sure All they've got to do 


is to get the nations to agree that in case 
of war the winner pays the pensions 


Dallas News 


Her Opinion—‘“I think it decidedly 
unfair.” 
“What?” 
My boy writes that the cooties give 


him no rest at all. It seems to me those 
Scotch bagpipers ought to be made to 
stop playing when the boys want to 
sleep Detr t Free Pres 
Easily Unfair—‘“ What’s the trouble 


down the street?” 


“Oh, a fellow has just assured himself 
of free board and lodging for an indefi 
period.” 

“ How did he turn the trick?” 
“ By shouting, ‘Hurrah for the Kaiser 
ywn with the Stars and Stripes.’”’ 


1 ge He rald 
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Pe You hetd your 


officer tells this one 


inspecting one of the 
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Of 


ame 


A Kind 


’ 


been a sentry 


SO looke d around 


VW 
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He could see 


i soldier sitting alone 


lence playil gz so 


who 


No ; 


cards 


I an 


‘All 


until I finish this game and I'll give you 


a 


sort 


I am?” 


“Well,” 


1 a sort of 


right,” 


of a 


said the 


well 


» hi 


on 


known 
self 
new draft camps and 


al 
rT 


army 
He was 


to a place where there should have 


none there, 


Fi ally he spied 


orner of the 


“Do you know 


a bit 
in a 
litaire 
he asked 
soldier, i 


thundered 


salute.” 


Scranton 


re plic d the soldier, 


Indispensable 
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hat when the \ 
lever be able 


L’ I llust 
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mpressively 


tent on his 


the officer, 


a Brigadier-General.”’ 


“wait 


Times 
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New to Him—An American sailor 
went to Scotland Yard to report that he 
was changing his place of abode, inas- 
much as he was on his way to the hospital 
for a stay rhe sergeant behind the desk 
looked up at him and said 


“Are you going down to die? 


The worried Sammy looked more dole- 
ful than ever and replied 
“Well, if I do I will not be any more 


trouble to you except that you will have 
to ship my body back to the States.” 
Gloomily he started to leave the office. 
when a clerk laughingly told the American 
that the sergeant—who was a cockney 
of coc kneys had merely asked, 
“Are you going down to-day?”—Buf- 


falo Commercial. 


The visitor 
I’ve 


Premature 
Gunner 


A Little 
Here you 
brought you some flowers to-day 
(observing the visitor 


are, Brown: 
Gunner Brown 
Blime; I ain’t gone an’ 
London Opinion. 


dressed in black) 


snuffed it, ’ave I, miss? 





LOVE 








A Lady of Experience—‘‘I can’t see,”’ 
he said, “why we may not become pla- 
tonic lovers.” 

‘I can.”’ she replied. ‘The last pla- 
lover I had borrowed most of the 
Dayton 


tonic 
insurance my husband left me.”’ 
News. 

A Detached Attitude—‘“Did she 
seem to encourage you when you spoke 
of love?”’ 

“No. Confound the day I 
interested in a female philosopher! - 

“What’s wrong?” 

“She insists on regarding love as an 
quality.” —Birmingham 


ever got 


abstract A ge- 


He rald. 


A Very Woman—//e (rapturously) 
You accept me. Then it’s a bargain? 


She (calmly)—Certainly! I shouldn’t 
consider it if it wasn’t.—Boston Tran- 
script. 

Through Sympathy—7he Driver 


Yes, I married my old girl through sym- 
pathy, like. . Yer see, I knocked ’er down 
wiv me old taxi 

The Misogynist 
that compulsory. 
many blinkin’ accidents 
Punch. 


They ought to make 
There wouldn’t be so 
then.—London 
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Inducements—‘ Mrs. Dubwaite and 
Mrs. Twobble seem to be on friendly 
terms.”’ 

“Yes, indeed 
for a number of years.’ 

“How do you account for the fact that 
they never fall out, as most women do 


rhey’ve been that way 


sooner or later?” 

“Well, their husbands’ incomes are 
identical; both are passably good look 
ing; they have about the same amount 
of money to spend for clothes, luxuries 
and amusements, and there are neither 
children nor poodles to stir up strife. In 
fact, they’d have a hard time finding 
something to squabble about.’’—Birming- 


ham Age-Herald 


Seasonable—‘‘ Why do you hold him 
in such high regard for truth and verac- 
ity?” 

“Well, for one thing, I've known him 
for a good many years and he never yet 
informed me that he was going to have 
new potatoes from his garden by the 
Fourth of July Browning’s 

The Farmer Finds Out—James M. 
Beck, the lawyer, said in an address in 
New York 

‘I have no sympathy with all these 
jokes about the stupidity of the farmer, 
for I remember too well a farmer who 
visited a friend of mine when I was a 
struggling young lawyer in a little brick 
house in West Philadelphia 

“The farmer said at breakfast to my 
friend one morning 

“*Nevvy, who’s the man across the 
way? Every morning, as regular as 
clock-work, he gets in front of his 


window at 7:15 and shaves himself till 
7:30. He’s done it now ten mornings 
runnin’.’ 

‘I guess he’s done it every morning 
for the last twelve years, uncle,’ said my 
friend 

“* Has he lived there all that time?’ 

“*Ves, and longer, most likely. I’ve 
been here only twelve years myself.’ 

“*What’s his name?’ 

“*T don’t know.’ 

“*What’s he do for a livin’?’ 

“*T haven’t the least idea.’ 

“The farmer uncle put’ on his hat and 
went out He was back before his 
nephew started for the office. 

“*Nevvy,’ he said, ‘that chap’s name is 
Mills—Quincy A. Mills. He’s manager 
of the Methodist book rooms of this 
town. They pay him $3,500 a year and 
he’s worth close on to $20,000 in stocks 


A Hardened Case 











“Mrs. ’Arris gets fairly upset by these ai: 
raids; I don’t take no notice of ’em meself, 
but yer see she ’asn’t lived with my old man 


for twenty-five years. The Tatler (Londo 


and bonds. He owns the house he lives 
in, he’s got two grown girls and a twelve- 
year-old boy, and he’s a deacon in the 
Powelton Avenue Methodist church. 
Age forty-seven. There! I’ve found out 
more about him in twelve minutes than 
you have in twelve years. Blessed if 
I don’t believe livin’ in cities makes 
folks stupid.’” - Pittsburg Chronicle- 
Telegraph. 
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Medical Advice—“ So the doctor told 
you to go to a warmer climate. What 
was the nature of the trouble you con 
sulted him about?” 

“T went there to collect a_ bill.”’ 
Boston Transcript. 


Doctor’s Only Chance—W ife—Hel 
lo! Dr. Bunyun? Yes? Come right 
away. Mr. Little has another one of his 
spells. 

Doctor (half hour later)—Why didn’t 
you send for me sooner? You should not 
have waited till your husband was 
unconscious. 

Wife—Well, as long as he had his 
senses he wouldn’t let me send for you. 
New York Evening World. 


Reassured—Surgeon (before the opera- 
tion)—Worrying? Tut! Tut! Why, it 
won’t amount to anything. 

The tightwad (with a sigh of relief)— 
Thank you, doctor. I knew you’d be 
reasonable.—Buffalo Express. 


A Knockout—The tramp rang the 
doctor’s bell, and asked the pretty young 
woman who opened the door if she would 
be so kind as to ask the doctor if he had a 
pair of old trousers he would kindly give 
away. * 

“I’m the doctor,” said the smiling 
young woman, and the tramp fainted 


London Tit-Bits. 


Shell Shock 


1st Tommy—This ’ere looks like the hen-house, 
2nd Tommy—lI bet if we find anything ’ere it'll 


Show (Lond 





f there’s any eggs left in it? 


rb ade 
a blinkin’ omelette by now!—The Passing 
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Sorrows of the London Civilian 
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Hooveresque Delicacies—‘ Neuras- 
thenia,”’ said Mrs. Biggums to her cook, 
“I think we will have some chicken cro- 
quettes today out of that leftover pork 
and calves’ liver.” 

“Yes’m,” said Neurasthenia, called 
Teeny for short. “An’ we got a little 
bread dressin’ what went wid the pork, 
mum. Shall I make some apple sauce 
out’n hit, mum?”—Richmond Times-Dis- 


patch 


Always Uses It—‘‘Madam, did you 
put anything deleterious in this pie?” 
“Certainly I did. I always use it in 


my pies.’’—Baltimore American. 


—4)| 
7 





~*~. 7 Y 
(On, . 


"Hlth ws 








=r"ELe.r.~ ‘ 
Lena oe Wix a 


Ly 











n authorit\ Everyweek (London 


Heard in a Restaurant—First man 
Guess I'll have some of that beef stew. 
I see the proprietor eating it, so it must 
be good 

Second man—Leave it alone. He's a 
tightwad and eats only what he can’t sell. 

Boston Transcript 

The Reason—“ Pa, why do they say 
in the market reports that wheat is 
nervous?” 

“T guess, son, it is because it expects 
to be thrashed.”"—Baltimore American 


They Are So Careless—Hippopota- 
mus meat is said to be as good as pork, 
but the chances are that a lot of hippo- 
potamuses running about would muss up 
a backyard almost as much as chickens. 

Marion (Ohio) Star. 


The Last Straw—Rankin—You don’t 
look very well. 

Phyle—No, I am on a diet. 

Rankin—Getting along all right? 

Phyle—Not very well; I can stand half 
portions ordinarily, but not when the half 
portions are composed of food substi- 
tutes.— VY oungstown Telegram. 

Cipher—C/ Phey say you k-cv 
that what a man eats he becomes. 

Wiss Keen—Dear me! You must be 
eating practically nothing.—Boston Tran- 


Se ripl. 


He Was Sure—‘Are you sure this 
chicken is tender?” asked the customer in 
the market. 

“Yes, I think it is, sir,” 
market man. 

“And do you know that it is fresh 
killed?” 


“Oh, ves, sir.” 


replied the 


“Are vou sure?” 

* Positive 

“Why are you so positive?” 

“Because I caught it in my war 
garden only yesterday.’’—S/. Louis Post- 
Dis pat h 


Served Him Right—* Do you think 
that the things one eats influences one’s 
dreams? 

* Undoubtedly I ate a porterhouse 
steak the other evening and dreamed 
about bankruptcy all night.’”—Boston 


Transcri pl. 


That Famous March on Paris 











“Apa, careto, una mica més de trotillo, que 
es cami pia. 

“Get up, there, Dobbin! More of a trot! 
We don’t seem to be getting there very 
fast.” —Esquella (Barcelona). 



































“But 
“So 1 do, lad. That’s why I ain’t goin’!”’ 
Passing Show (London). 


I thought you lived there?” 
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His Specialty—‘“ He’s an infernal liar 
and a stuttering fool!” snarled Constable 
Sam T. Slackputter, as he sat alone on 
the porch of the Petunia Tavern. ‘He's 
a thief, a reprobate and——”’ 

“Here, Sam!” exclaimed the landlord, 
appearing at the doorway of the hostelry. 
““What in thunder are you doing cussing 
along that-a-way, all by yourself?”’ 

“IT am running down a criminal!” 
ominously replied the sleuth.—Kansas 
City Star. 


Feelingly—‘“I hear he spoke feel- 
ingly.” 

“You might call it feelingly. He kept 
groping around for a word.’’—Louisville 
Courier-J ournal. 


Dreadful!—“ This war is dreadful!” 

“Why, what’s the matter now?” 

“One can never tell when the laundry 
is coming home.’’—London Opinion. 


His Alarm—‘ The Government may 
take over what is considered excess 
profit.” 

“What is excess profit?” 

“Getting more than you earn.” 

“There goes my salary,” wailed Con- 
gressman Blubdub.—Omaha News. 


Right in It—‘“ Not a war but a cru- 
sade,” says Gompers. 

Or as one might write it, “crU.S.A.de.” 
—Boston Transcript. 
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Oh, Yes He Can—Bacon—When it 
comes to asking questions a boy can’t be 
beat. 

Egbert— What’s the reason he can’t? 
Didn’t you ever take a girl to a baseball 
game?—Yonkers Statesman. 


Complimentary—He—That’s a re- 
markably bright girl I was just talking 
to. 

She—But isn’t it rather hard to keep up 
with her? 

He—That’s just it. I can’t tell you 
what a relief it was to meet you.—Bos- 
ton Transcript. 


“Pity the Blind’’—“I was standing 
in front of the Tutwiler waiting for a 
friend the other day,” said Ernest W. 
House, “and just across the street a num- 
ber of pretty girls were waiting for a 
street car. It was windy, and there was 
quite a display of hosiery. Now this in 
itself would not have been so very un 
usual, but a fellow standing by me spied 
the exhibition, and then saw a blind man 
sitting only about a hundred feet away, 
with a sign, ‘Pity the Blind.’ 

“TI do not know who he was, but 
his sympathies were aroused, for he 
turned to me and said, ‘I never was so 
sorry for a blind man in my life. '!I am 
going across and drop a quarter in his 
cap.’ And he did.’”—Birmingham Age 


Herald. 


Missing 








" | 


“Et y a longtemps qu'il est 
“ De puts la premiere alerte.” 


lar 


“And has he been down here long?’ 








’ 


“Ever since the first air raid.”—La Baionnette (Paris). 











The Bickerfest Drama: 

















By Lawton Mackall 


YTHING moves the Henry Block, a millionaire banker 
attention more appeal- who feels enough gratitude to the 
ingly than a squ e land where he made his fortune 
Whe ‘ k « ¢ to become a thorough American 
whose wheels chance in all but his accent. Louis Mann 
( ( ( Ke 4 crow s Karl Pfeifer, his life-long cron 
( usé te inge off- who came over from the Father- 
f ea é land with him and also made a 
ance eave ‘ ( ‘ iortune, yet remains a German 
erow. Not that there is still, despite his nominal allegiance 
fly and | to Uncle Sam. Henry (formerly 
( ge Heinrich) reads the New York 
\r irried Evening Telegram, and Karl (he 
" ‘ a ane I von’t be called Charlie) sticks to 
i ( t the New-Yorker Hero d; hence 
ess fa able art certain differences of opinion as to 
i V i the war news. 

é ( patab { t era- When a German propagandist 
ent at the t if e ing calls on Karl to licit sub crip- 
( € I lack an intereste tions to a fund “for ending this 
sudience Even two small news- awful war in a hurry,” Kar/, with 
bo liscussing the intricacies of sharing arouse’ the most humane intentions, contributes fifty thousand 
re curiosity than much shrieking of extras. dollars; in consideration of which the agent promises 
For the bickerfest to give unalloyed pleasure to the to report the first piece of “good news” of the success 
pectator it must be devoid of all that is ugly. Thus of the work. This “good news” comes quicker than 

4 hen Lew EF ields used to ch ke if e W € ber by way < I he had hoped 


emphasis, he was careful to 
exclaim, “Ach, Gott, how I 





for: the agent telephones that the 
transport TJitan has _ been 
torpedoed off the American 


ff you!”’—shaking his victim coast. Old Prfetfer’s son. who 
vith emotion And when, went to Plattsburg without 
ater, despairing of making letting his father know, won 
“a se 
himself clear otherwise, he a commission and then sailed 
- . : ; 
eaned over and planted his despite the bitterest parental 
knee amidst the fat little disapproval, is listed among 

 ; ‘ } : : “Sat oe : 

man’s Waistcoat and earnestl\ the missing. Like a_ stroke 

ked him in the eve, you Telit that it of lightning this news suddenly reveals 
vas a plain case of overpowering attection. to Pfeifer the real nature of the “hu- 

feeling too deep for utterance even in manitarian’’ campaign, besides bringing 



















After Weber and Field > Messrs 


= 
As! ind Perlmutter the Dam 
> 1 , ; 
| nia f the cloak and su bi 1¢ ot t 
( n tne traditior rt} ughout imi 


‘ship four dramas long, they wrar 
easingly, ungrammatically,uproat 
but the only casualties were those s 
by the English language. Now th: 
Potash and Perlmutter have go 


it of business, for the sum 


mer at least, come Sam 
sernard and Louis Mann 
to have their little bicker. 
It is called, appropriately 

I | nemie I I 1S 
time the accent is German- 


American again (no doubt an 
atavism from Weber & Field 


ace of Jewish Instead of dis- 
( g the pitfall I partne I 
} ! : 
a he perils of our unsuspecting 
rodaucer tne l ter ( , Irene Farber f/ ] , 
» ; 
i ] iit Sat Be a 18 + , » i PY Sinbad 


hom er 
fervent an American as Block, manifesting 


his change of heart by destr 


m drowning 


S his I "s< nal lo ° He becomes as 


+ ' 


I »\ 1g pic 
he Kaiser and von Hindenburg, and 


, , 
lar acts calculated to delight the 


iT 
il 


audience. In the end the son, rescued 


g, appears safe and sound, 
the two old codgers end all bickering 
to trap the Hun agent. 
It is a tremendously timely theme 
and an absorbingly live situa- 
tion. The only trouble 
that Mann and Bernard 
too often yield to the 
temptation to get laughs 
by farce. Loyalty can 
hardly be discussed im- 
pressively by an actor who is 
in the habit of punctuating funny 
lines by flexing the knees frog- 
fashion—a trick usually reserved 
in the drama for the special use 
of village constables and imperti- 
nent bell-boys. 















































Prt 
lays 


Happy at last 
among the headlines 
is Lillian Lorraine 
of the ‘‘Follies.” 


“A Tarttor-Mapt 
Man” 
Joh nN Paul Bart. 


-- 
the aspiring trousers- 









i 


;, 
dress suit entrusted to @& 


him and 1s now bi 


Dresser, has usurped a 


i 
ing his way into So- 
ciety. Somehow the 
hostes 5 can't quiule 
place him. 

Mrs. STAN- 


LAWs: Have we <> ’ 






any acquaint- 
ancesincommon, lind ~ 
Mr. Bart? . 2 am 
Bart: I don’t 
know—let me see 
do you know 
Mr. Huber? 
(Hub Pr 8s the 
tailor b wvwhon 
Bartis employed. 
Mrs. STAN- 


From “Ou, Lapy! Lapy!” 
LAWS: Huber, 


Huber. Huber Mrs. Farringdon 1S doin ga li the 
No, I think not. moral research work at prospect 

Bart: Too son-in-law’s bachelor quarters. The 
bad. Fine man, janitor comes in for his share 
Huber. In fact, cross-examination. 
I don’t know of Mrs. Farrincpon: I want you Ph 
anyone with bet- to answer me a question. Here is y’ 
ter qualifications five dollars. Now tell me, hasn’t Ch 
for measuring Mr. Finch frequently bribed you 
men. to break the rules against admitting 

female visitors to his apartment? 

(Grant Stewart Janitor: No, ma’am, but this Dorothy Dickson, who dances the débutante 
and Minna Gale five dollars will keep my eyes shut. slump in “Rock-a-Bye Baby.” (Rabbit loaned 
Haynes.) You go right ahead. for the occasion by Central Park Zoo.) 












ane 2 ae 


Jupce 


for publication, and each wee 


A Quiet Day 


Ry Mas 1. « ano Rumsey, Ju r Military A 
[{! PLE Johnny R. M. A. up in a scout ’steen 
thousand feet or more, the lights went out 


| they stuck 


Plugs got sooted—the valves Johnny 
did a loop or two before he mussed up. His 
motor vibrated the stays intwo Bang went a con- 


} 


necting rod up he ble w! \ biplane sighted this 
Johnny, too. Up came a Hun with dirt to do. 
Che archies sputtered, the Hun he flew—but Iil’ 


ol’ Johnny could play dirt, too! \ tail spin 
slide slip do-se-do! Look out for Fritzi« 
Rat-a-tat-tat-a-tat rat-a-ta-ta-ol 


Che wings they parte 


before 
you gO }, 
vou doicher 1, 
ripped, the motor stalled, and he did a 

burst, lil’ ol’ 
He followed him 
down to No Man’s Land and got right out to beat 
the band. Back to 


tra-la-la-la! 
the tail it 
ignited crank case 


flip (sas 


Johnny piped “ Not so worse!” 


the hangar he zoome d his way 


the angels accompanied him, so they say 
Radiator patched with chewing gum, tape on the 
Wouldn’t give a nickel 


to pate h her up tor a! 


leads to hold her plumb 

couldn’t give a dime 
other climb. But orders are orders, so Johnny 
knows. Along comes another Hun, and up he 


goes! So it is—from day to day, till the doichers 


go to Hades, and pay their way. 


Striving for Interchangeability 
By Privat 11, Batt 


nicaf 


se Jousx D. Greene. ( 15, Camp Gree 
WO. T.¢ 


A long, lean, harrow-shouldered Yank 
struggling, sweating and cussing while performing 
his duty 
penter 

A lieutenant 
sadly inefficient Sammie for several minutes 

“What is vour 
asked 


“Accountant, sir,” re- 


was 


as third-assistant to a second-rate car 


watched the well-meaning but 
occupa- 
tion?” he 


plied the Sammie 
“ Aren't 
penters in 
asked the lieutenant 
“Ves, sir 


wearily replied the soldier 


there any car- 


your company?” 
we have one 


“but he’s busy in the com 
pany office doping out the 
pay-roll.”’ 


No Scotsman, He 
By Curr Dempsey, Trench Mortar 


tattery, A et 1 
Captain (conducting set- 
ting-up exercises) —Grady, 


what’s the matter with 
your 
Private Grady—Sure, sir, 


(Sig iy: 
fief ¢ tel’ 
ect 





eezes Military and Naval 


pays $1 each for original jokes sent by soldiers and sailors and accepted 
5 ts awarded for the best original joke received 


k $ 
Periscopical 
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Drawn by Pvt. Doc Ranxry, Gas Def. Ser., L. 1. City, N.Y. 














\ Nav Rookie’s Dream the First N ght out at Sea. 
: , ’ . re 
This Week's $5 Prize Winner 
His Sublime Status 
By Corporat R. V. Bucner, Signal Corps, Somewher 
France 
4 VEGRO in one of the re regiment , 
a base port in France, an r approach 
hin CAU paire lling h beat iy nir aut 
reat i ir Aim up f y aiid ga i urist 
, uuic, Saying 
G Zd morning, General 
But I'm 1 a Gener r d ti ” , 
“* Beg yo’ pardor n } ark 
* But In ’ ione fr / aplair 
SOU le agai? ma r an. ack / u 
* Look re, man, I’m niy a ain a } 
“Hi h! Iknew you wuz one of de face cards ol 
p nyway,” said Rastus, with a confiding grin 








An Ultra-Marine View 











Sixteen (Count 'Em) Sixteen 


'st Battalion, 


*, France 


By Corporat Lawrence Mrvor Conno ty, ¢ 1. 
103d Ammunition Train, American Expeditionary Force 


IXTEEN ships from Yankee land—hear the 
Kaiser swear! 
rhink that will send us 


should care! 


clown lown? Piffle! We 


close the show”’; men on ¢ 


do their best to get the 


On our way to “ very boat, 


east and will 
Kaiser’s goat 

Let him sing his hymn of hate 

Let his subs sink all these tubs; 

Waiting for the word to sail, champing at the bit, 

Let hin 


From west, 


it’s been sung before ° 
we have plenty more, 


Quite a job to stop this mob. tackle it! 


Sixteen ships from Yankee land—hear the Kaiser 
whine! 
On we come to chase that bum clear across the 


Rhine 

\re we stopped by frightfulness? Are we weak or 
faint? 

\re we worried, scared, or flurried? I should say we 
ain't 

rhis is what we waited for, worked at, prayed and 
cried 

Just a chance to sail to France and tan the Kaiser's 
hide 

Count ‘em: Sixteen loaded ships on the Kaiser’s track. 

Here’s a hunch: Just watchthis bunch, sixteen coming 
back! 


Where He Belonged 
By Carrars Auies J. Roneenrs, Co. B, Ist Bn td Depot Brigade. 
An officer was filling out the Personnel Card of 
a recruit from western Minnesota. In reply to 
the question, “ What branch of the service do you 
prefer,”’ he got this answer. “I don’t know much 
about the army, but my father told me he thought 
I ought to get in the Heavy Artillery; but I don’t 
know whether I am heavy 
enough or not, I only weigh 
about 150 pounds.” They 
placed him in the Quarter- 
masters Corps. 


Introducing Himself 


Meaus L 
let Br I 


Ry SeRGeant SEDER 


Bat. C, 5th Bn 1.R.D 

One night, shortly after a 
large contingent of negroes 
had arrived at Camp 
Dodge from a Southern 
lad upon 
his return to camp froma 
visit to Des Moines 
halted by a sentry. 

“Halt! Who is there?” 
challenged the sentinel in 
the usual commanding 
tone. 


state, a colored 


was 





I can stand anything but 


this blooming Highland 74, ¢,5—] 


L i. 
Drawn by Sam Russews, Recruiting Officer, Hdgrs. U. 8. Man 


he ocean blue t 


fling. The Leatherneck—Well 


long as the ocean has, you would be blue too. 


“A gen’man from Ala- 
bam’,” answered the much 
frightened Rastus, meekly. 
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August 17, 1918 
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A DOMESTIC TRAGEDY 


Why does the poor fellow who really deserves the best 
usually get the worst of it in the matrimonial lottery? Mau- 
passant, whose stories picture all sorts and conditions of life, 
and all kinds of men and women, from the best to the basest, 
with a relentless realism, has made the man who treads the 
Via Dolorosa of the deceived husband the subject of one of 
his best novelettes, that grips one with hooks of steel in the 
intensity of its passion and anguish. 


Why should the possession of a little money make a worthy 
man the legitimate prey of a scheming woman? Why is it 
that nothing reveals to upright hearts the deceits of infamous 
hearts? How is it that voices have the same sound for adoring 
as for lying? Why is a false, deceptive look the same as a 
sincere one? These are the reflections of the injured husband 
when, after years of fancied domestic security, the awful 
truth is borne home to him and the storm bursts. 

Maupassant does not moialize. In the wonderful pictures he gives of 
the world he lived in virtue is praised and vice is condemned rather by events 


and action. If he is terribly real, and the nudity of his human nature is 
startling in its effect, it is because his stories mirror life as he found it. 


THE COMPLETE WORKS OF GUY DE MAUPASSANT 





A SPECIALLY LOW BEFORE-PUBLICATION PRICE 


UNABRIDGED AND UNEXPURGATED 


A Fine ied Edition 
have | nape Aap xy a VERDUN EDITION 


trat , that interpret hi tor “ toria wat trict 


17 Volumes in Rich Cloth Binding 
Each Volume 8‘; x 5'4 inches 


Big, Clear 12 Point Ty on 
Pure White Antique Pa 


5,500 Pages That Will Hold You Chained by the Hour 


347 Stories, Novels, Novelettes, Poems, 
Dramas. Entertainment for a Thousand and 
One Nights. Love and Life in Strange Lands 
Paris, The Orient, The African Hinterland. 
Stories of War, Crime, Mystery and Horror. 


Send Today to Get the Benefit of the Before-Publica- 


tion Price 


REALISM UNALLOYED READY INA FEW DAYS 


me et 

The petty meannesses of human nature and the 
passion lust and cupidity—whic tir most mer 
and women to action did not stay his impartial 





‘ ° . ° , "MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED. 
As the supreme master in what is one of the most cum Game ae en en 

difficult forms of art—the short story—Ma . [BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. J-8-17-18 

sant’s fame has extended into all civilized la d 1116 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 





Tol - » dent 2 han 7 tintin ™ ay nclose $1.00, first payment on gt 17 volume set of 
Tolstoy marve led at the depth of human interest Se ee al eae te encase tir anew aA 
found In his stories; Andrew Lang declared he ent before-pub' S ation price, $19.00, whic k agree 

> > + } ] r ° j* of 1.50 (or mK ore a mont ! wing 
found in him “the tenderness of Fielding, the cine,” Caseian fan wath Or e days ask 
graphic power of Smollett, the biting satire of Dean f yr instructions for their return, at your expense, my $1.00 


te A ° . “ . ° - be refunded on their receipt 
Swift, mingled and reincarnated in Gallic guise”; Meme <8: ee ae 
and Henry James hailed him as “a man of genius 


who had achieved the miracle of a fresh tone.” 
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Amusement 


en —. — 


' 
' 
4 
5 


COHAN & HARRIS Present 
Funniest American Comedy of Recent Years 


A TAILOR-MADE MAN 
HARRY JAMES ee GRANT MITCHELL | 
GAIETY ' See See Brenig € 


KLAW & ERLANGER'’S Big Musical Comedy Hit 


THE Rainbow Girl 


WINTER GARDEN 
THE PASSING SHOW OF 1918 7=?%%= 


Evs. & 30 


COHAN & HARRIS ©: Mats. Wed. and Sat. 2 | 








Bway and 50th Street 





oth nr. Bway 


Maxine Elliott’s {/."warke E> 
ALLEGIANCE 
BOOTH 45th W. of Bway. 85 22: 4S 


Me. SEVENTEEN 


w AL — oo 
and 45th Street 


in T ington 8 
ASTO R Sistinems’ Wednesday and Saturday 2:15 


Mr. & Mrs. ” Keep Her Smiling 








Evenings 8:1 


SIDNEY DREW 


CASINO fire wasmns"ss near £12 
ati —_ ednesday and Saturday 2:1 
_OH, LADY! LADY!! 





His Reflection 





Dra by Victor Hatt 


Newspaper Term—Home Epit10n 


ad ee a a ee en Le Ie aot rg 


Summer Schedule | 
{ 


a. ae 


| Up and Down on the Broadway Joy Line 
With L. M., 


a Pr at marion 


Conductor 


i POA * Orn Ca a een ey 


Maxine Elliott. The latest 
play about loyalty. 

Biue Pear.t, Tuoe—Longacre. Mystery 

melodrama with a full quota of stealthy 


+ fT. 
St 


ALLEGIANCI 
oll 


Eyes oF YOUTH 30th Stre Helped by a 
Y ogiand his crystal,this young lady gives 
her suitors the five-years-from-now test. 

Fouiies or 1918—New Amsterdam. The 
case against Wisdom, sympathetically 
presented. 

FrienpLy Enemies—//udson. Sam Ber- 
nard-Louis Mann dialect controversy. 

GetrinG ToGetuer—Shubert. Breezy 
sketches of Western Front humanity. 

Goinc Ue—Liberty Aviation romance 
in three stages: fright, flight, plight. 

Keep Her Smitinc—Astor. The Drews, 
of film fame, have their voices restored. 

Maytime—Lyric. JupGE congratulates 


this show on being one year old this 
week. 
\ipnicut Froitic—Cocoanut Grove. Con- 
venient résumé of the “ Follies.” 
\lipnicut Revue—Century Grove. Giv- 
ing th e evening a flossy finish. 
MotTHER’s Liperty Bonp—Park. Heart- 


throb and hair-breadth melodrama. 


Passinc SHow ot we Winter Garden. 
Where Beauty is rshiped by the 
Western Buyer. 

Rainpow Giri, Toe—Gaiety. The oper- 


ocratic lord, a 

tocratic butler, 
and an outrageously Billy Van bishop. 

SEVENTEEN—Booth. The tails of 
a dress-suitless suitor. 

Sue Watkxs 1n Her SteEErp—Playhouse. 
Concerning a lady somnam bulist. 

Tartor-Mape Man, A Harris. 
Napoleonic nerve sustained by ready wit. 

Ti ;ER Rose—Lyceun sig Chief Belasco 


g 
prings surprises in the Canadian wilds. 


etta involving a dem 


demure actress, an aris 


C onan « 


Weary Wifey! 


Hu i—When my ship comes in we will 
h i tomobil 

i It’s so long overdue I'm afraid it has 
cenco ered [ bo 


They Are, Indeed, Reading It 


Ed or Jr DGI You may be interested to 
know that the letter from a soldier iddressed to 
me in care of JUDGE and forwarded by you, was 


from a voung second lieutenant named Glen L. 
Cowing, 26th Inf., A. E. F. He 
Jupce ina Y. M.C. A 
Bo« he 


noticed a story by me entitled 


was reading 
hut one night within 
guns, he wrote, when he 
“Clubs.” It was 


I believe. He 


Crowleys, 


sound of the 


1e January roth issue of JUDGE, 
said he had encountered many 
Cowans and the like, but I was the first Cowing 
he had ever met up with outside his own family, so 
I have replied. It shows 
are reading JUDGE. 
C. CowInc. 


he ventured to write me. 
that the boys at the Front 


Pasadena, Cal. GEORGI 


JUDGE 





A Patriotic Tip 


UDGE was one of the three 
most popular publications in the 
camps in a list including all the 

leading magazines. 

“The happy medium,” Judge, furnishes 
welcome relaxation for war-strung nerves. 

Stick a 1c stamp on the cover of this issue, 
ccording to Postmaster Burleson’s advice, 
and drop in the mail; the Government will send 
it to soldiers or sailors atthefront. Do this 
every week, and you'll make life that much 
cheerier for the men in camp and “over there.” 

Or send us a dollar and a soldier’s or 
sailor’s name and address —either at camp 
or at the front — and we'll send him the next 
13 Issucs. Address 


Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 











But Not For This Guy 
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by NorMAN ANTHONY 


Drax , 
““TWELV! 


Anu’s Wet!” 


O’cLocK AND 


Most Beneficial 
Motor Car Company, 
Mich., U.S. A. 

July 17, 


Hudson 
Detroit, 
I9I5. 
Dear JuDGE: 
Please find herewith coupon and dollar. 


I am taking advantage of your offer to 
send JupGeE to a friend of mine who is 
fighting Tub : A good dose of 
levity seen icated; your well-known 
br and_ shouid prove most beneficial. 

lease acknowledge receipt of this pre- 
scription, and administer promptly. 

R. P. Courtis. 








Another JUDGE Hic | Scored with the Brush 


HIS clever picture, which 
= appeared on a recent 
@ | cover of JUDGE, has been 

reproduced in full colors and 
| mounted on a heavy mat, 
Ix 14, ready for the frame. 
It will be sent postpaid for 
| twenty-five cents cash or 


J 
L $8 a stamps. 


PETTICOATS and PANTS 
JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
225 Fifth Avenue $3 New York City 
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Junta Daniets 


The Smallest Soldier. 
By Vincinta Woops Mackau 

I. 

THE soldiers march along the street, 


And I am marching, too; 


I guess they'll 


3efore they’re through. 


I really cannot walk so far; 
My mother thinks it best, 
After I’ve gone a block or two, 


To stop and 


Sixes 


By Avpert E 
HE proposed concert of nations would get over all right with 
the Kaiser, if he could sign up to beat the base drum. 


We figure that this new 


todian is where the Mrs. lets you hold the money long enough 


her bills. 


to pay 


Chairman Hays has outlined the Republican platform for 1920. 


those 
voters 
read, before the war, with 
the idea that they set forth 
what the party would do 


Platforms are queer 


things the used to 


if it got in—and happened 
feel like it. 
+ 

A want ad of the future 


may be): W anted, a Secre- 


tary of the Treasury. Must 


know all about a sight 
draft and a selective draft. 
Mlust be able to fire a 


railroad 


locomotive, or a 

railroad president, also to 

‘spell”’ Colonel House as 

pedagogue to  potentates. 
. 

Sinn Feiners, we read, 
may be imprisoned “dur- 
ing the King’s pleasure.” 
The King’s pleasure nowa- 
days is brief and infrequent 
enough to suit the most 
exacting prisoner. 





aohe 5 


are 


His Bir 


march across to France 


rest. 





and Sevens 


Hoyt 


s honor.”’ 


-fangled job of Alien Property Cus- # 
Says the New York Globe: 


The Berlin Vorwaerts says that Germany wants “peace with 


Peace with honorariums, more likely. 


“Were the people of Ausiria- 


ilungary today the rulers of their own land, the Empress Zita 


_ could not be at the mercy of 











| 


— 





Drawn by Norman ANTHONY 
GREENE, THE WEALTHY FLorist, Designs His Own LimousiINE 


Serlin-directed calumny.” 
the people of Austria-Hungary the rulers of their own land, there 


Were 


dozen 
there 


would be half a 
Empress Zitas —or 
wouldn’t be any. 

. 

A girl used to be supposed 
to stick around home to 
get her husband, but nowa- 
days she wouldn’t do it to 
get yours. 


* 

Emperor Karl, of Austria, 
used to think he ruled by 
divine right, but since he 
had that conference with the 
Kaiser he must be 
thing of an atheist himself. 

+ 

Something nifty in up- 
to-date men’s 
Your last year’s coat dec- 
orated with all the latest 
war drive buttons. 


some- 


suitings: 


* 

Lots of folks think that 
speaking German ought to 
be forbidden in the United 
States and in Hoboken. 
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“THE MAN IN THE MOON” 


is the title of this 
attractive picture. It 


; 
OT 





t 


i reproduc tion 


one of Judge’s recent 


or twenty-five cents, cash or tamps. 


Judge Art Print Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 
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HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
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Aviation Term 
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Harking Backward 


you a 


Visttor—Pardon me, but are 


{ No et I vo 








a capital joke you told me last 
I was laughing over it yesterday 


He —S soon —W idow. 


With the Gllese Wits 


lrrepressible. Joyous, rrespousible 


Perhaps He’s a Wig-Wag 











What He Saw 
Sapristi! That 
monsieur, | 


parlor this morning and the star 


pension where 
looked into t 


boarde rw 


Francois 
room and board 
spread all over madame’s lap 

Anatole And yi 
kicked the pig of an 
the shins, no Francois 

Francois—No, no 
I have bee 
vself P 





no porquer 


a boarder m 


The Wrong Prepared 
ness 

“What’s the matt 

with the first violinist 


seem to 


He doesn’ 
able to find the key 


“You'd 
time finding vour ke\ 


have a har 
you had been through a 
many bars as he has th 
evening.”’ —- Jack-o’-La 


lern 





But Not With Water 
“Mac sings well Ha 
had his voi 
cultivated?” 
‘I couldn’t say, 


had it 


he ever 


but | 


that he has irrigated quits 


Burr. 


do know 


often.” 


Of Low Degree 
“That old judge is a Doctor of Law.”’ 
“And he didn’t have to go to college to get 
his degree.” 
“Why not?” 
‘Well, he’s been doctoring laws ever since 


into othce ve Jach -La 


he got ntern 
Happy, but Inartistic 


The re Vas a young lady, and she 


When dancing was filled with great glee 
ildn t keep step, 
And she ruined my rep 


For she always kept stepping on me Punch Be 


HOTEL SAN REMO 


Central Park West, 74th and 75th Streets 
NEW YORK 
Overlooking Central Park's most picturesqu: 
Espe a attra e D>pr is 


Appeals to fathers, mothers and childrer 
Rooms and Bath—$2.50 per day and upwards. 
Parlor, bedroom and bath-—$4.00 per day and upwar« 
SPECIAL WEEKLY RATES 
Please Write for Illustrated Booklet 
Ownership Management—EDMUND M. BRENNA? 











Cuticura Soap 


Best for Baby | 


Soap %c., Ointment 3 4 Nc., Talcum Bc. Sample 
leach mailed free by ““Outicura, Dept. B, Boston. 
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FUN FROM THE FIGHTERS 


Good Things in Our Army and Navy Publications 
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The Wrong Flag 
\ retired naval officer became the rector of 
country parish. His parishioners, wishing 
to give him a surprise, among 
themselves and bought a flag for the church 
Directly the old 
gentleman saw it he flew 


subscribed 


tower. 
Parlez Food 


pont DNAS QR tao dRMAR BH YEE a 


Dh 


French Fried 


When Blanche come 


s to camp for a bit of 


visiting, what is her surprise when Corporal 
George, her very own, greets her: 


“Hawaii, Blanche! 


Francais? 





into a violent rage, and 
ordered it to be taken 
down at once. One of his 
parishioners asked him 
why he did not like it. 

“ Allow that flag to fly 
on my church tower?” he 


raved. “Never! It’s an 
insult. Do you know 
what that particular 


flag signifies, sir? It 
means ‘in distress; want 
a pilot.’ — Marines’ 
Magazine. 


Pals 
You may 
Rest assured 
That the world 
Will be safe for 
Democracy 
After the war 
When 
You see 
Two 
Private soldiers 
Taking 

















Turns Perplexed Yank—This is 


what I call hard lines. 


At I studied that French phrase book three months 


, and now I can’t 
Scrubbing and.” —Trench and 
Each other’s 
Bac ks 
Under 
The 
Barrack Showers.—Trench and Camp. 


Cam p- 


A Colorful Ode 
He kissed her on the cheek, 
It seemed a harmless frolic; 
He’s been laid up a week 
They say with painter’s colic. 
The Broadside. 





Flea-less and Fearless 




















Famous Flealess Kentucky Thoroughbreds. Do Not 
Kick Worth Mentioning But Inflict Splinters Here 
und There, Particularly There-—Trench and Camp. | 


remember 


how to order “ham 


“Oui, that’s right. 
petite manzhay a la foye 
“Oh, Zhorzh!”’ 
They peruse the bill of 
“(Quéést que ce voo 
“Oh, a little soup, Zh 
lon a tasse.”’ 
“Very good. 
Blanche. Manzhay w 


Don't 


Common portey voo?”’ 

“Oh, Zhorzh! Isn't 
that perfectly dandy! 
So you’re learning to 
polly vransay? Isn't 
that just too tabbel dote 
for anything. Let’s talk 
all in French today.”’ 

corporal George takes 
the soft arm, sheathed 
in soft, bewitching blue 
crepe. “Blanche, 
are looking grand ce 
matin.”’ 

Soft stuff—sort of a 
catch in the 
You know! 

“Oh, Zhorzh!”’ 

Slight interruption on 


voo 


vocals. 


Passing the French 
Frieds, while the spec- 
tators gape. All the 


world loves a lover, as 


Will Shookspeare re- 
marked. After an in- 
terval: 


*“Voo come de la ville 
on la chemin de ferO. K.., 
Blanche —without any 
recks or anything?” 

“Certainment, Zhorzh, 
Je suis here, aren’t I. 
How could I have come 
down any other 


What ditez 


voo to a 


‘r de soldats, Blanche?” 
A tighter grip on the arm. 


fare together. 

gonna have, Blanche.” 

orzh—un peu de bouil- 
mind 

hatever 


the argent, 
looks good. 


Je have got lots of money.” 
“Oh, a Corporal gets lots of money, then, 


Zhorzh?”’ 


“Veh—lots of 


To the waiter: “ Gas- 


song, a little speed here.” 


Ostentatious display 
waiter calls him Captain. 
with French finesse, anc 








changeable 


fully—if satisfied pay 1-5 of 
tactory, return at our expense. 
Diamonds are SUPERIOR VALUE. 
at VEARLY INCREASE in VAL F 
M. LYON & CO., 1 Maiden Lane, New York 


Catalog No. 5-C." J. 


of the chevrons. The 
Blanche drinks her soup 
1 the party progresses. 


SEND NO MONEY. 
for inspection, arges 
5 price and kee 


DON’T PAY A CE 
Bin Tih g 
E« 


tS 


BLUE-WHITE DIAMONDS ON APPROVAL 
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BIG SIDE MONEY 


For Any Store or Theatre 
New Cut Rates on Butter-Kist Corn Poppers 


) CLEAR profits pet year 














Wrie 
machines 


by men 
went to war, 


These 
sacrificed 
who 


moved or went out 
of business. 


Pay From 
Your Profits 











en ¢ 1 d 


Tict i nauy aay 
Our plan requires only small 
payment down — balance as low 
as 97c a day out of Butter-Kist sales. 
Human-like motion of machine makes people 
look, coaxing fragrance makes them buy 
crowds from blocks around, builds new 
trade, stimulates entire business. Makes waste 
pace a veritable gold mine. Occupies only 26 
by 32inches. Beautifies any store or theatre 
Write Quick! This lot ws going like wildfire. 
Don't risk delay—don't lose $2 to $10 profit: 
laily write at once for proof of profits, bonanza cut pr 
ffer and full details and state your line of busine 
PROFIT MACHINE EXCHANGE 
Dept. 23, 5 South Wabash Ave., Chicago 
Distributors of Money-Making Equipment for 
Merchants and Exhibitors (2) 
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WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


imple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for ‘‘Needed Inventions” and ‘How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 








“Blanche, do you savoir faire what ‘aimez’ 
means.”’ ; 

A far-away look. ‘Oh, Zhorzh!’’ Murmurs. 
Close-up. Gassong coughs. 

‘Oui, Gassong, diner pour deux!”’—Trench and 
Camp. 


Yes, and What Did She Say? 





Yeomanette—Powder doesn’t seem to 
complexion any good 

Brute Yeoman 
mite ?—Norfolk 


doncha try dyna 


Well, why 





ynd shipped 
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. JUDGE 


: A*Smileage Book,’ Sent to a Soldier, Says 
>" “Here’s My Hand,  ,-@% 







Old Man!” 


What your “Smileage Book” says 
to the soldier who gets it: 















3 

“Take in some of those Camp Shows on me, old man! 7 
You're giving up a lot to train so you can put up a winning | 
; scrap for my family and me. What we've sacrificed so far 
. isn't a mole-hill up against a mountain compared with your 






sacnifices. 

“Just because you're fed, clothed and armed and get a dollar 
a day pay is no reason for our saying that we folks have done 
enough for you. So it's a pleasure to treat you to a few good 
shows. It's sure coming to you. Take this book and enjoy 
yourself on us. 

“Hope you'll get miles of smiles out of every 
show you see. Go to it, boy, and 
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“Good Luck!” _ ell 
a te As 
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4 
‘ 
~_ > 7 
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—and the “Thanks” that the 
Soldier sends back to you: 


“Saw about the best show ever, last night, at our Liberty Theatre. 
Coupons out of your Smileage Book took some pals and me in. Coming 
back to barracks we fellows agreed it was mighty white of you folks to 
treat us to shows like that. We were appreciative guests. Wish you 





























































































could bave heard us laugh. 
j 
‘ “That dollar a day of ours doesn't go very far when you deduct 
; * what we send home to the folks, the insurance premiums, and our 
Liberty Bond instalments. 
“Don't think we're kicking. Not a bit. We're glad we're here 
and when we get ‘over there —say! The Kaiser will have to locate a 
bombproof as deep down as that of his competitor the Devil to keep us 
: from trimming him. 
“When the home folks get behind us like you've done and provide 
us with Y. M. C. A. and K. of C. huts in which to rest, read, recreate 
and write, and when you slip us ‘passes’ to the good shows that come to 
si camp, believe me, we feel the nation is behind us, body, soul and 
a pocketbook. That's what puts pep and fight in us. 
. “Hope we can thank you and your family in person for the Smileage f 
t Book. But if we never see you, some day when you read about the Stars i 
and Stripes penetrating miles into a strong Hun position, just take it that } 
there’s your thanks!” > 
* 
J Fill out the coupon now ~ send it to Judge yy t 
' m 
: Every dollar goes for the soldiers! Judge's services are given with- . 
} out cherge or expense f 
#5 } 
eo - er Cr rer rr er erx— cCroOr\Vmn—rr-— \ 
, | SMILEAGE COUPON | { 
] Turn over to your Local Smileage Committee or send to | : * 
Rs " Judge's Smileage Fund, 225 5th Ave., New York City i 4 
Please place my order for z : 
! Smileage Books as shown below 1 , : 
} .-. $1 Smileage Books —.... $5 Smileage Booksy i | 
| sr nen | rn : f 
™ om = a ¢ : 
|» Address ‘— rs | 
l enclose $ 
Ny ee = ~ 
ote: Orders may also be sent to the Military En . . ‘ad 
] tertainment Council, Commission Training amp I This epase contributed by ——— L 
= 





@ Activities, 19th and G Streets, Washington, D.¢ al 

















The Biggest Factor 
In Our Military 
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What Smileage Means 


Smileage Book is a 
Theater Pass. 

In each of the 32 Na- 
tional Army and National 
Guard Camps large thea- 
ters and tents have been 
put up in which professional 
theatrical companies are 
giving regular shows. High 
class vaudeville from the 
Keith Circuit, and the best 
concerts and lectures are 
also being given. 

Smileage Books come in 
two sizes, one with 2c—Sc 
coupons at $1.00, and the 
other with 100—Sc coupons 
at $5.00. Admission to the 
shows varies from two to 
five coupons, depending 
upon the cost of the show. 
All shows are under the 
supervision of the Military 
Entertainment Council of 
the War Department Com- 
mission on Training Camp 
Activities. JupGE has been 
appointed a Smileage Head- 
quarters. 


Why I Bought Smileage Books 


r SHE most mysterious fact in life is 
memory. None of us_ under- 
stands it. We do not know why 

we remember something, nor why we 


don’t remember something else. Sut 
memory is on the job all the time. 


Today, as you and I go about our work 
or our play, some unfathomable process 
is going on in ourbrains. Impression after 
impression is being registered and folded 
up and tucked away. It may never be 
needed—in which event it will never be 
unreeled. It may be wanted some day 
and instantly from the unknown recesses 
of the mind it will appear. 


The other night I read an item in a 
little country paper which called to life 
a memory which never would have been 
summoned forth had it not been for this 
war. 


The memory was as clear as a steel 
engraving, and it was this: When I was 
about twenty years younger than I am, 
I attended an old-fashioned flag raising 
in a little village. At my side stood a 
friend of mine with his little boy—a lad 
of four or five years. Just when the flag 


By Witsur D. NeEssir 


leaped into the sky and the band began 
Star Spangled Banner, 


playing “The 
tugged at my hand and 


this little boy 
said: 


“Lift me up, so I can see the flag.” 


So I lifted the little fellow to my 
shoulder, and he saw the flag. 


Until the other evening this incident 
was absolutely forgotten. But the item 
I read called it all back to me—the crowd, 
the horses and buggies around the square, 
the music of the band, the dust of the 
road—everything! And especially, it 
brought back to me the clutch of a little 
boy’s hand around my neck and his ex- 
cited shouting as he saw the flag. 


The item said that the first boy from 
that county to die in the front trenches in 
Flanders was the boy I had lifted to my 
shoulder to see the flag. 


So I went right out, bought some 
Smileage Books and sent them to the edi- 
tor of that little paper and asked him to 
send them to the boys from that town who 
were in our cantonments. 


You know a boy—you know lots of 


them—who are in our cantonments, and 
who are going “over there,” simply be- 
cause that inbred spirit of wanting to 
see the flag held high and kept clean 
won't let them do anything else today. 


The Smileage Books you and I send 
them are just our way of doing for them 
what we would naturally do if we had 
them with us for a few hours, on their way 
“over there.” 

7 


We—you and I—are going to y 
buy and send Smileage Books (#4 
to our boys—not just “going 


7 
9 : i 
to,” but actually going to Ps ot 


do it now! 


And that will be , 
the right kind ofa y* , Good for use of 
$1.00 up to $100.00 
memory tucked F or more. 
' , 4 8-17-18 


away. #7 JUDGE, SMILEAGE, 
7 22S Fifth Avenue 


A 
yr Please send me 
ot / 


4 for which I enclose $ 
i 
7 


ad JUDGE will send the Smileage Books direct to you or 
to Soldiers or to Y. M. C. A. or other organizations for 
distribution as you may designate 


o SMILEAGE 
COUPON 


$1.00 


$5.00 


Sn ileage 
Books 


..-In payment. 
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soem Pajamas and 


Night Shirts and —— 


mean the originality of e a 
everything in material, style 
and manufacture that is 
worthy, at a price which justi- 


fies the necessary profit for 
the retailer, yet gives maxi- 


—— ~~ TheNlGHTwear of a Nation!” 


E.ROSENFELD & Co. Makers 


BALTIMORE NEW YORK y 














